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and after serving in a brief series of situations, had
calculated the profit and loss, and gone on the streets.

"Mine didn't come neither/' said Alfred. "Matron
says they're all like that. But never you mind, 'ere's
a nice sweet for you instead/'

He took the sweet out of his own mouth. Looney
received it cautiously, and his great watery eyes gazed
at Alfred with the awe of a biologist who watches a
new law of nature at work.

Next day after dinner Lizzie and Alfred met in the
hall, as brothers and sisters were allowed to meet for
an hour on Sundays. They sat side by side with their
backs to the long tablecloths left on for tea.

"She never come/' said Alfred after the growing
shyness of meeting had begun to pass off.

" You don't know what I've got! " she answered,
holding up her clenched fist.

"I s'pose she won't never come no more/' said
Alfred.

" Look! " she answered, opening her fingers and dis-
closing a damp penny, the bribe of one of the nurses.

" Matron says she's cruel, and 'as forgot about us,
same as they all do/' said Alfred.

Then Lizzie took up her old wail. The penny dropped
and rolled in a fine curve along the boards.

"There, don't 'e cry, Liz/' he said. And they sat
huddled together overcome by the dull exhaustion of
childish grief. The chapel bell began to ring. Alfred
took a corner of her white pinafore, wetted it, and tried
to wash off the marks of tears. And as they hurried
away Lizzie stooped and picked up the penny.

A few minutes later they were at service in their
brick and iron chapel, which suburban residents some-
times attended instead of going to church in the evening.